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the future and the past as we do. Now these ideas
that devour us have no reality outside ourselves.
We know nothing of life, and the theory of its
development through time is pure illusion. It is
by some infirmity of our senses that we do not see
to-morrow realized as we see yesterday. We can
very well conceive of beings so organized as to be
capable of the simultaneous perception of phenomena
which to us appear to be separated from one another
by an appreciable interval of time. We ourselves
do not perceive light and sound in the order of
time. We ourselves take in at a single glance,
when we raise our eyes to the sky, aspects which
are by no means contemporaneous. The beams of
light from the stars seem indistinguishable to our
eyes, yet they mingle in them, in a fraction of a
second, centuries and thousands of centuries. With
instruments other than those we now possess we
might see ourselves lying dead in the very midst of
our own life. For, as time does not in reality exist,
and as the succession of facts is only an appearance,
all facts are realized simultaneously and there is no
such thing as the future. The future has already
been ; we merely discover it. Now, perhaps, you
have some idea, Zoe, why I stopped short at the door
of the room where I am to live* Time is a pure
idea, and space is no more real than time."

" That may be,1* remarked Zoe, " but it is very